where seeking him, never the two to meet* He turned
on to his back again; the shucks whispered beneath him
with dry derision.

The house was full of noises; to his sharpened senses
the silence was myriad: the dry agony of wood in the
black frost; the ticking of shucks as lie breathed; the
very atmosphere itself like slush ice in the vise of the
coid^ oppressing his lungs, His feet were cold^ his limbs
sweated with it, and about Ms hot heart his body was
rigid and sMvering, and he raised his naked arms above
the covers and lay for a time with the cold like a leaden
cast on them. And all the while Buddyfs steady breath-
ing and Ms own restrained and panting breath, both
sourceless yet involved one with the other*

Beneath the covers again his arms were cold across
his chest and his hands were like Ice OB. his ribs^ and he
moved with Infinite caution while the chill encroached
from Ms shoulders downward and the hidden shucks
chattered at him^ and swung his legs to the floor* He
knew where the door was and he groped his way to It
on curling toes, it was fastened by a wooden bar^
smooth as Ice^ and fumbling at it he touched something
else beside it, something chill and tubular and npright9
and his hand slid down it and then he stood for a
moment In the Icy pitch darkness with the shotgun in
Ms handsg and as he stood so5 Ms numb fingers fum-
bling at the breech, he remembered the box of shells on
the wobden box on which the lamp sat. A moment longer
he stood so? his head bent a little and the gun in his
numb hands; then he leaned It again In the corner and
lifted the wooden bar from Its slots carefully and with-
out noise* The door sagged from the hinges^ and after
the first jarring scrape^ he grasped the edge of it and
lifted It baclcf and stood In the door.